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I know not; "but, sustained.by sure belief

That man still rises level with the height

Of noblest opportunities, or makes

Such, if the time supply not, I can wait.

I gaze round on the windows, pride of France^

Each the bright gift of some mechanic guild

"Who loved their city and thought gold well spent

To make her beautiful with piety;

I pause, transfigured by some stripe of bloom,

And my mind throngs with shining auguries.

Circle on circle, bright as seraphim,

With golden trumpets, silent, that await

The signal to blow news of good to men.

Then the revulsion came that always comes

After these dizzy elation s of the mind :

And with a passionate pang of doubt I cried,

" O mountain-born, sweet with snow-filtered air   .

From uncontaminate wells of ether drawn

And never-broken secrecies of sky,

Freedom, with anguish won, misprized till lost,

They keep thee not who from thy sacred eyes

Catch the consuming lust of sensual good

And the brute's license of unfettered will.

Far from the popular shout and venal breath

Of Cleon blowing the mob's baser mind

To bubbles of wind-piloted conceit,

Thou shrinkest, gathering up thy skirts, to hide

In. fortresses of solitary thought

And private virtue strong in self-restraint.

Must we too forfeit thee misunderstood,

Content with names, nor inly wise to know